Night on the roof
ment caused him to commit suicide at the age of eighty.
Rustum spoke of him with affection. He also spoke pleas-
antly of the British who had been his guests, and told me
how one of them had. brought a Persian lady; but while
staying at Mirg, he received a cheque from his father
together with a demand for his prompt return without
her, and seems to have left her in Qazvin—a proceeding
which the Kurds thought amusing but very comprehensible.
They were under the impression that Arabic is the British
language, and surprised when I told them that we have a
language of our own.
About eleven I was able to go to bed—on the roof. All
the village laid itself to rest on the roofs around, so that we
lay, as it were, in one flat dormitory under the stars. Over
the hills of Rudbar, Cassiopeia and the Milky Way hung
below me as it seemed. I was troubled through the night
by incessant snuffling and grunting close by, and thought
indignantly, as I lay half awake, that there must be pigs,
and that my hosts must have thought that, as a Christian,
I would not mind sleeping beside them. Then I sat up to
trace one very loud grunt which seemed to come from just
under my head, and discovered its origin in the sleeping
form of either my host or hostess, who had arranged their
mattress close to my bed on the roof. The pigs in daylight
turned out to be nothing but a flock of sheep penned in
among the houses.
Next morning a Scotch mist hid everything. It hung in
drops on the cobwebs and the brambles, and the cornstacks in
the fields. It often covers the Shah Rud valley for days like a
ceiling, coming up from the Caspian; one can see it from
below, breaking like waves over the northern ridge. It made
the earth smell deliciously as we left Mirg. With Rustum
Elan as our guide, we followed a track tilted on the hillside

